
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



f& Selected Poetry. [Nov, 

[The following lines from the pen of Moore, are taken from 
the London Morning Chronicle. The death of Sheridan, 
was too good an occasion to be omitted, for abusing the 
Prince Regent. If his conduct was heartless towards 
this eminent man who had been for so many years his inti- 
mate companion, no one would be surprized ; but these 
sarcasms are doubtless in a degree unjust. In proof of this, 
we may refer to a previous article in this number, the charac- 
ter of Sheridan, extracted from the Statesman, a violent 
opposition paper, where this subject is touched upon, and 
the Prince exonerated from all blame. It is still humiliat- 
ing to see a man whose talents, and whose services had been 
so brilliant, dying besieged by baliffs, while a mere courtier 
like Lord Arden, was enjoying a sinecure of 30,000 pound* 
ft year!] 
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Principibus placuisse viris ! ! 

Yes, grief will have way — but the fast falling tear 
Shall be mingled with deep execrations on those, 

Who would bask in that Spirits' meridian career, 
And yet leave it thus lonely and dark at its close :— 

Whose vanity flew round him only while fed 

By the odour his fame in the summer-time gave !— 

Whose vanity now with quick scent for the dead, 
He-appears — like a vampire to feed at his grave ! 

Oh t it sickens the heart to see bosoms so hollow 
And spirits so mean in the great and high-born ; 

To think what a long line of titles may follow, 
The relicks of him who died — friendless and lorn ! 

flow proud they can press to the fun'ral array, 

Of him, whom they shun'd in his sickness and sorrow ;- 

Jlow baliffs may seize his last blanket to-day, 
Whose pall shall be held up by nobles to-morrow ! 

And thou, too, whose life a sick epicure's dream, 
Incoherent and gross, even grosser had pass'd, 

Were it not for that cordial and soul-giving beam, 
Which his friendship and wit o'er tby nothingness cast ;■» 

ffo, not for the wealth of the land that supplies thee 
WHb Bullions to heap upon Foppery's shrine ; — 
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No, not for the riches of ail who despise thee, 

TW this would make Europe's whole opulence mine ;— 

Would I suffer — what ev'n in the heart that thou hast 
All mean as it is — must have consciously burn'd 

When the pittance which shame had wrung from thee at last. 
And which found all his wants at an end, was returned ! 

" Was this then the fate" — future ages will say, 
When some names shall live but in history's curse; 

When truth will be heard and these Lords of a day, 
Be forgotten as fools, or remember'd as worse ; — 

" Was this then the fate of that high-gifted man, 
" The pride of the palace, the bow'r and the hall, 

" The orator, dramatist, minstrel — who ran 
" Through each mode of the lyre, and was master of all ! 

" Whose mind was an essence compounded with art 
" From the finest and best of all other men's powers 5 — 

" Who ruled like a wizzard, the world of the heart, 
" And could call up its sunshine, or bring down its show'rs ! 

" Whose humour, as gay as the fire fly's light, 

" Play'd round every subject, and shone as it play'd ; 

" Whose wit in the combat as gentle as bright 

" Ne'er carried a heart-stain away on its blade; — , 

" Whose eloquence — brightening whatever it tried, 
Whether reason or fancy, the gay or the grave, — 

" Was as rapid, as deep, and as brilliant a tide 
" As ever bore freedom aloft on its wave !" 

Tes, such was the man, and so wretched his fate ; 

And thus sooner or later, shall all have to grieve, 
Who waste their morn's dew in the beams of the Great, 

And expect 'twill return to refresh them at eve ! 

In the woods of the north there are insects that prey, 
On the brain of the Elk to his very last sigh ;* 

Oh Genius ! thy patrons, more cruel than they, 

First feed on thy brains, and then leave thee to die ! 

T. B t 

* Naturalists have observed that, upon dissectiug an Elk, there was 
found in its head some large flies, with its brain almost eaten away by 
them. History of Poland, 



